An object can always have a name. This designated thing sits in its space; sometimes a geographic space of physical linkage and relationship, sometimes an emotional or conceptual space; and we, from the perspective of our own place, can then name it. But what if this 'object' is a constantly changing, multi-dimensional, fuid process, and we who wish to name it are equally fuid and constantly transforming. And what if the worlds around it and around us are similarly transient? How can we put this into words? How can we name the unnamable? And out of this questioning, the even bigger question; how on earth can we meaningfully speak?
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When teaching in class situations I fnd this conundrum easier to resolve, as I can accompany my words with gesture and movement and changing textures of rhythm, infection and intonation. In writing, I can't do this and so I often fnd myself dipping into verse form, or combinations of verse and prose, while all the time holding the aspiration that somehow the dancing of your whole being -your body/brain/mind/community in the act of responding to these printed glyphs -will bring forth a sense of meaning that links us in dynamic dance, an intimacy of intermingling lives arising as the un-pin-downable mystery of our coexistence. These words are actually squiggles on a screen; black marks on white backgrounds. I sometimes think they have no more meaning than the black lines and dots of a musical score.
Yet when accompanied by vocal cords and breath and feeling and memory and empathythe bow of our breath stroking the cello of our communal bodies -music bursts forth, a kind of magnetic pull, inviting others to dance. 
In the very midst of today

